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What a dream is this of mine
I am almost like to pine
For this dreary dream of mine,
O dead love thy hand is here
0  dead Blanche thy golden hair Lies along the flowers fair.
1 am all aweary love
Of the bright blue sky above I will lie beside thee love.
So over them over them ever The long long wind swept on
And lovingly lovingly ever The birds sang on their song.
Such were the first beginnings. But his discovery that he could write prose came hard on the heels of his discovery that he could write poetry,, and for some little time prose was the vehicle in which he could express his thoughts and imaginations with greater freedom. The prose romances which he began to write in the summer of 1855, and went on writing for about a year, are as remarkable as his early poetry, and have a strength and beauty which is quite as rare. But during this year he and Burne-Jones read through Chaucer. He found, in the poet whom he afterwards took for his special master, not merely the wider and sweeter view of life which was needed to correct the harsh or mystical elements of his own medievalism, but the conquest of English verse as a medium boundless in its range and per-fe<5t in its flexibility. Thenceforth prose was abandoned, and, with the exception of one curious and unsuccessful experiment, verse remained for thirty years the single form of his production in pure literature.
The secularization of mind, the widening of interestE.
